1J2	THE   VICAR   OF   MORWENSTOW
very room and house. Up we started, and my wife
says: 'Oh, father, old Cherry's up! I wish I had
gone after her with that there faggot.5 I confess I
thought in my mind, I wish she had; but it was too
late then, and I would try to hope for the best.
But now, sir, you see with your own eyes what that
revengeful old woman has been and done. And I do
think, sir/5 he went on to say, changing his tone to a
kind of indignant growl, "I do think, that when I call
to mind how I've paid tithe and rates faithfully all
these years and kept my place in church before your
reverence every Sunday, and always voted in the
vestries that what hath and be ought to be—I do
think that such ones as old Cherry Parnell never
ought to be allowed to meddle with such things as
thunder and lightning.355
A farmer came to Mr. Hawker once with the com-
plaint: 'Parson, I've lost my brown speckled hen;
I reckon old Cherry have been and conjured her
away. I wish you'd be so gude as to draw a circle,
and find out where my brown speckled hen have
been spirited away to.5
The vicar had his cross-handled walking-stick in
his hand, a sort of Oriental pastoral staff; and he
forthwith drew a circle in the dust and sketched a
pentacle within it—Solomon's seal, in fact—whilst
he thought the matter over.
'I believe, Thomas,5 said he, 'the brown speckled
hen has never got out of your lane; the hedges are
walled and high.5
In the afternoon back came the farmer. 'Parson,
you've done for old Cherry with your circle. I found
the brown speckled hen in our lane.5
Not twenty miles from Morwenstow, a few years
ago, occurred the following circumstances, which I
know are true, and which I give here as an illustration
of the superstition which prevails in Devon and
Cornwall.

